The mofi lame malle Tfaaedi 
My words would bandy her to my facet Love 
And his to me, but old folk<»« m->n c • L0VQ ’ 

i^eiid, as ** me *•* 

n r^A n £nter 

O God Hie comes . ° hon N fc h 

"psx'j.i;?’-"™’ 

KKSSSffi SSr-^ 

FvHh r f nwear ,y»give me leave a while, 
y ?«,/ T my u S a ^f’ wbac a l aunt have I had ? 

DMywnotreertatiMooto/^^J’*" 1 ’ 11 ^ 

>/. How art thou out of breath, when thou haft hrMi-fe 
To fay to me that thou art out of breath > haftbrc «h 

ilnn XCUf ^ haC L tho V do ’ ft ^Ci'nthrsdclay, 

Is longer than the tale thou do’ft excufe. ^ 

Is thy newes good |or bad ? anfaere to that, 

taSSSr^S 6, ?i y the circumft 3nce, 

L C A f e f?tlsfi d > ift good or bad 5 

t°rZniTl„T •^“’"•"“"Othe.thonghb.s fact be bet- 
Irf afSrfJS T “i 1 h “ ' e Sg'« Ke,s «U , and lor a barf 

ar^ViT db ° d ?’ th ? u S h £ heybenot tobetalkton,vetthew 

rant P him C LTentleasa£X the ofcurtefie ’ buc «e war- 
What JbaveVu dSStae? thy ’ <SoA 

W iwr ^ 0, , n ° J but a,i tb is did I know before, 

Whatfayes he of our marriage ? whatofthat ? 

ir k™ how ,?y head ake S)What a head have It 
It beatsas it wouldfallin twenty pieces. 

My backe a tother fide, ah my backe, my backe, 

Beflirew your heart for lending me about. 

To 



. 

1 


ef Romeo and Juliet . 

to catch my death with jaunting up and downe. 

?#/. Ifaith I am forry that thou art not well : 

Sweet, tweet, facet Nurfe, tell me whatfaies my Love ? 

2 \[ur. Your love fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a courteous , and a kinde, and a handfome, 

And I warrant a vertuous : where is your mother . 

J»l. Where is my mother ? why (lie is within » where flxould 

fhebe? 

How odly thou replied. 

Your Love fayes like an honeft Gentleman. 

Where is your Mother ? 

Nurfe. O Gods Lady deare, 

Are you lo hot ? marry come up I trow. 

Is this the ponltis for my akingbones ? 

Hence-forward doe your meffages your felfe. 

Jul Here’s fuch a coile, come, what faics "Romeo ■ 

Nar -Have you got leave to goe to Ihrift co day • 

7«/. I have. _ .. 

Nnr. Then hie you hence to Frier Laurence Cell, 

There ftay es a husband to make you-a wife s 
Now comes the wanton-blood up in your cheekcS, 

They’ll be in fcarlet ftraight at any newes : 

Hie you to Church, I muft another way. 

To fetch a ladder, by the which your dove 
Muft climbe abieds neft foone when it is darke. 

I am the drudge , and toilein your delight. 

But you (hall beare the burden foone at night* 

Goe,IIeto dinner , hie you to the Cell. 

7 #/. Hieto high fortune,honeft Nurfe farewell. 

J D Exeunt o 

Enter Frier and Romeo. 

” Tri. So fmile the heavens upon this holy A£t> 

That after houres with forrow chide us not. 

T{om. Amen, Amen : but come»what forrow can, ■ 

It cannot countervaile the exchange of joy 
That one fhort minute gives me in her fight : 

Doe thou but clofe our hands with holy words, , 


Then 









>n,i 637 the bodleian library (Arch. G d.4o[2]) Octavo 


